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" If lie's like me, I shall disown him. But sons take after
their mothers."
" I meant in character. I want him frightfully to be
cheerful and not restless, and have the feeling that life's
worth while."
Michael stared at her lips—they were quivering ; at her
cheek, slightly browned by the afternoon's sunning; and,
bending sideways, he put his own against it.
" He'll be a sunny little cuss, I'm certain."
Fleur shook her head.
" I don't want him greedy and self-centred ; it's in my
blood, you know. I can see it's ugly, but I can't help it.
How do you manage not to be ? "
Michael ruffled his hair with his free hand.
" The sun isn't too hot for you, is it, ducky ? "
" No.    Seriously, Michael—how ? "
" But I am. Look at the way I want you. Nothing will
cure me of that."
A slight pressure of her cheek on his own was heartening,
and he said :
" Do you remember coming down the garden one night,
and finding me in a boat just here ? When you'd gone, I
stood on my head, to cool it. I was on my uppers ; I didn't
think I'd got an earthly	" He stopped. No ! He
would not remind her, but that was the night when she
said : " Come again when I know I can't get my wish ! "
The unknown cousin !
Fleur said quietly :
" I was a pig to you, Michael, but I was awfully unhappy.
That's gone. It's gone at last; there's nothing wrong now,
except my own nature."
Conscious that his feelings betrayed the period, Michael
said :
" Oh !   if that's all!    What price tea ? "

